

TheTragedie 

If Iicaucn hauc any grccuous plague m ftorc, 
Exceeding thofe that I can wifla vpon dice: 

O let them keepe it till thy finnes be iipc>. 

And then hurlc dovvnc tlieir indignation 
On thee the trouble r of the poore worlds peace: 
The worinc of confcience ftill begnaw thy (bule) 
Thy friends fufpe^I for traitors while thou liueft. 
And take deepe traitors for thy deareft friends, 
No lleepc clofe vpthat deadly eye of thine, 
Vnlelfc it be vvhileft fome tormenting dreame 
Affi ights tbccjwith a hell ofvgly diuels. 

Thou eluifli mai kt,abottiue rooting hog, 

Thou that wall feald in thy natiuitie 
The flaiic of nature, and the fonne of hell, 
Thouflaundcrofthy mothers heanie wombC| 
Thou lorhed illue oftby fathers loyncs. 

Thou rag ofhonour,thou deteffed,&c, 

Glo, Margaret, 

Q«, Ad, Richard. G/», Ha. 

Qif. M. I call thee not, 

Gla, Then I cric thee mcrcicifor I had thought 
Tiica Iwlft cald me all tlicfe bitter names. 


Q«. Ad. Why fo I did, but lookt for no replie, 

O let me make the period to my curfe, 

Glo, Tii done by mc,and ends in Margaret, (felfc. 

Thus hauc y'ou breathed your curfe againft your 
Q^Ad, Poore painted Quecne, vaineflouiiftiofmy fot- 
Why flrevvfl thou fugcron.that bottled fpidcr, (tuna: 
VVhofe deadly web eiifnarcth thee about^ 
Foolc,foole,thottvshctft a knifetokill thy felfo, 

T he time will come when thou fhalt wifli for me, 

To licipe (h-;c curfe that poifoned bunchbackt toade, 

Falfe boading woman, end thy ffantike curfe, 
Leafl to thy har me tliou nioue our patience. 

Ad . Foule niamc vpon you, you haue all mou’d mine, 
A’l, W ere you well feiu’d you would be taught your duty. 
Ad . To ferue me wcllj) ou all fhoiild do me dutic, 
Teach me to be your Qutciie,and yon my fubfods: 
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of Richard the third . 

a fc' ue me well, and teach yours fdues ihatdutie. 

^Dorf. Difputc not with her, ihc islunatique, 

O M, peace MaftcrMarques,you arc malapert, 
y^firc-new ftampeofhonourisfearfeemrant: 

O that your yorig nobilitic could iudge. 

What twerc to loofc it and be milcrable: . , 

They that ftand high, haue many blafts to fliakc th^m. 
And ii they fall, (hey dafli themfclucs to pccces. 

G/»f Good counfcll raary .Icanic it.learne it Marques. 

Dor, Ittouchcihyou(myLo:)asmuchasmc. 

G/<t. Y ea,3iid much more, but I was borne fo high, 

Our aiery buildeth in the Cedars top, 

And dallies with the winde,and fcorncs the funne. 

Q«. Ad, And turnes the fonne to lhade,alas, alaSj 
Wiuics my fonne, now in the fhadc of death, 
whole bright out IhiningbeameSjthy cloudie wrath. 
Hath in ctcrnall darkenefle fouldcd vp: 

Your aierie buildeth m our airies neft, 

O God that feeft it, do not foffer it: 

As it was wonne with bloud,loft be it fo, ^ ^ 

Bxek. Hauc done for lliame, if not for charitie, 

Vrge neither charitie nor Ihanic to mci 
Vncharitably withme haueyoudcalt, 

Andfhamcfolly by you my hopes arebutcherdi 
My charitie is outrage,hfe my fhamc, 

And ui my fiiarae (lill line my forrovi es rage. 

£mc^. Haue done, 

O Princely Buckingham,! will kiflc thy hand, 
In figne of league anclaniitiewith thee: 

Now fake befall thee, and thy Princely houfc. 

Thy garments are not fpotted with out bloud. 

Nor thou within the compallc of my curfe. 

Back.* Nor no one here,for curfes heucr pafTe 
The lips oftholc that breath them in the airr. 

Qj^ Ad. lie not belccue but they afeend the skic. 

And there awake Gods gentle fkcping peace, 

O Buckingliam beware of yonder dog, 

Looke when he fawnes,he bites, and whenhe bites, 
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